174         THE BAGHDAD AIR MAIL

In the end we all packed off, with the crews as well,
and the Palestine gendarmerie left a guard. I went
to bed on a camp bed in Burke's sitting-room and slept
like a child, I thought of Swinburne's lines:

"That no life lives for ever,

Tliat dead men rise up never,
That even the weariest river
Winds somewhere safe to sea."

So much had happened that day. . ..

I woke up in the morning to the sweet lilt of the birds,
and saw the sun dimly shining outside the window. I
looked out and there was a verandah, and beyond, a
garden with rich red earth like that of Devonshire, and
lots of flowers, geraniums and wallflowers, and fir trees
and bushes; then a valley, and up on the other side the
Holy City: a priceless view. And to sit up in bed in
the morning and see it all in a flash! At first Jerusalem
looked like an English town; it might almost have been
in the Stroud Valley, terraced up on its hills, and the
long white road leading up to it. But if you looked
closer you saw that it was Eastern. It gave me a
strange, exalted feeling, and a feeling of awe. The
Bible suddenly came home to me in a flash. I thought
of Christ on a hill looking at Jerusalem^ and being
tempted. All the beautiful language and imagery of
the New Testament, and the Sermon on the Mount
(of Olives, wasn't it?) perhaps quite near where I
lay, seemed to fit in magically with the scene in front
of me.

The hills, with their boulders and vivid green grass
and myriads of rock plants, like a vast rock garden,
and thousands of different-coloured wee flowers, were
full of the mighty story of the past, two thousand years